he saw two ladies go out and one of them wore a gown he made on
Seventh Avenue two years ago. He saw enough of it to recognize
it. You know Mr. Schneider styled the dresses that Mrs. Roosevelt -
used to wear at the Inaugurations. He styles dresses for a wholesale
place and they sell them retail. Well, it must have been his dress
because he said he saw enough of it to recognize it . . ." "It does
you good to go out once and again. It keeps your spirits up." "I'm
getting into awful hot water. I asked two ladies to come in and play
bridge to-morrow night and I had entirely forgotten I was asked
somewhere else! Teh! Teh! Teh! Well, Rosie, I think I'll wave
bye-bye. Well, bye-bye, Rosie."
The elevator rattles upstairs to a room where the once great
actress now gives elocution lessons. Lengths of brocade are draped
on every piece of furniture. The lamps are hung with large bags.
Telegrams and photographs are pinned into permanent disorder.
"Oh, I'm so tired. My pupils read so badly. I've one woman who
teaches in a school and she reads Milton to me, oh, so badly! She
can't keep her voice up, and she crashes on and on, incapable of
understanding a half-beat.  She never pauses before a He with a
capital H, and says He as if God were the butcher boy; and she
cannot put the reverence into Our Maker, and gabbles on as if it
was 'our dressmaker9! And I told a man he must go and see a doctor
about his legs; you can't be an actor if your legs are hung on strings
like a marionette's. You can't be an actor if you don't act from the
legs down; just as you must have deep hands, I told him, and learn
to keep the voice down. You can't have that nasal tone that women
use to their husbands if they don't love them.  You can't speak
Shakespeare as if the words were your own; you wouldn't recite the
Psalms of David as if you had written them yourself? Now listen to
this."   A beautiful ululation is heard: "'Come nott when I am
deaghd, your foolish teahrs to dropp about my headhdd. Thairr let
the wind sigh, and the plover cry.. ..' Now, you see you can't speak
those words in an off-hand way! Oh, when I think of Sarah as Pelleas
and I see Orson Welles behaving like an obstetrician, I don't know
what the theatre's coining to."
Framed in the windows opposite is a living Degas created by the
American Ballet School at rehearsal. The piano cannot be heard,
and twenty ballerinas in white tulle, with coronets of white flowers,
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